THE AERIAL AGE
no apology for thus frankly characterizing it: for in my philosophy even adventure for mere adventure's sake (and ours, as I say, is much more) is always worth while. In this plodding commercial age, this day of humdrum money grabbing and of the routine though admirable round of quite duty doing, it is a good thing, I think, for the few of us who can to leave the beaten track, fare forth into strange fields, and strive mightily to do things which are exceedingly difficult and dangerous and the more fascinating because they are difficult and dangerous. It is a good thing to stir the blood into faster coursing through the veins, to warm the heart with sympathy and anxiety for one's comrades, to dream a few waking dreams, to live a few romances in real life.
My comrades? Yes, I like to speak of them. They are close to my heart. I shall tell you much about them in these pages. It has been my fortune to have with me, in polar sledging trips, in long Arctic nights, in airship voyages over the ice fields and glaciers of the far north, and in a thousand mile flight over the stormy waters of the Atlantic, men brave, true, loyal, heroic. They have won my love and admiration: and I want them to have yours. With joy I shall tell you of their deeds of daring, their endurance, their valor. Without them I should have done little.